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The Rhiming-Poft, or 4 Poem on any 
Subject defir'd. 


CANDID READERS, 


O you I meed not make any Apology for that Artlefs 
Habit in which this Rhiming-Poft now appears, 
who very well know my conftant Want of Health, 
and a necefjary Experience in the Age s Humour 3 

nor cau you reafonably rity any extraordinary Strokes from one 

whofe Thoughts are divided between fo many various Afflittions, 


fince Ovid bimfelf, when condemn’d 10 Banijnment, was) 


fore’d to vefign that Spirit of Poetry which animated all bis 
Works, befides that of bis de triftibus. Befides, J muft de- 


| fire your Patience to obferve, that (the Verfe 1 commonly ufe 


being 4 Kind of Dogrel) it i but natural that now and then 
it fLould run harfb and rugged; nor do I believe I bave done 
amifS by forcing my felf Tasnlieee s0 be fo very plain and fa- 
miliar. As for the Rbime and Meafure, tho’ perhaps they 
may not Always anfwer the flrifeft Law, yet 1 do not think it 
worth the While to make any Excufe for that, being Faults fo 
inconfiderable that they are feldom refielled on, but by the mean- 
eft Sore of Criticks, (fuch as M. Smith, the Author of the 
Britifh Apollo) who wants Fudgmens to difcera the Intrigues 
of Humour and Invention, which are she principal Ingredients 
of a Poem, and which I muft needs confe/S are bere extreamly 


In the Prologue to Aurenzebe. 


T HEB Clergy thrives, and the litigious Bar, 
Dull Heroes fatten by the Spoils of War. 
All Southern Vices (Heaven be prais’d) are here, 
But Wit’s a Luxury you count too dear. 


dn the Eptlogue to the Libertine. 


Death! What a Devil wou'd you have us do? 9 
Each take a Prifon, and chere humbly fue, . 
Angling for fingle Money in a Shoe? 


In the Epilogue to Monficur Rogooc. 


| Am a Poet, and I’ll prove it plain, 

Both by my empty Paurfe, and empty Brain. 
I’ve other Reafons to confirm it too ; 

I've great, and Self-conceits of all I do. 

As tor my Play, I pawn’d it to fome Cit, 

At leaft Six Months before my Play was writ : 
But when the Third Day comes, away I run, 
Knowing that then in Shoals come al! my Duns. 
If thefe Things make me not a proper Poet, 
He that has better Titie, let him fhew it. 


In the Prologue to Theodofius. 


N Poets only no kind Star e’er fmil’d, 
Curfs'd Fate has damn’d ‘em,ev’ry Mother’s Child; 


deficient : For as this Rhiming-Poft was moft of it writ\ Therefore he warns his Brothers of the Stage 


extempore, (and upon SubjeAs defir’d) fo it prefumes to kifs 
your Hand in its Nasive unpolifo’d Shape, nos baving the leaft 
Thought or Word of *it correied, 

I muft confef, it feems unnatural, that one who came 
(4lmoft) rbiming into the World, and bas trotsed (J won't fay 
g4llop'd) Pegatus ever fince, foould endeavour, as 1 bave done, 
10 difbarage bis own Profeffion. However, the Poets of thi 
» whom it moft concerns, I bope wil not take it unkindly 
of me, fince doing thus, 1 only folow the Example they have 
&tven me > i in that long Time of my Refidence in London, 
among all the Pocts I was in Company with, 1 beard little elfe 
befides their Complaints.and unmersifal Damnings both of the 
Times and one anotber : Neither bave 1 feen a modern Play 
but citker began or ended in the fame Tune. Some few of 
mbich I have, for Example Sake, bere prefum'd to quote. 


To write no more to an — Age. 

Think what penurious Mafters you have ferv’d 5 
Tajo ran mad, and noble Spencer ftarv’d. 

Turn then, whoe’er thou art, that canft write well, 
Thy Ink to Gall, and in Lampoons excell. 
For{wear all Honefty, traduce the great, 

Grow impudent, and rail againft the State 4 
Burfting with Spleen, abroad thy Pafq ils fend, 
And chufe fome Libel-fpreader for thy | riend. 
The Wit and Want of Timon point thy Mind, 
And for thy Satyr-fubje& chufe Mankind. 


In the Prologue to the unbappy Favourite. 


H B Merchant joyful with the Hopes of Gain, 
Ventures his Life and Fortunes on the Main; 
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But the poor Poet of’ner does expole 
More thao his Life, his Credit, for Appiaiic. 
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In she Epilogue ta the fame Play. 
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reflect on it tbat was formerly {aid os Sir William Davenanes 
Preface before bs Gondibert. 


A Preface ro no Book, a Porch to no Houle, 
Here is the Mountain, bit where is the Moyfe? 


J (hall therefore now introduce my Rhiming-Pok wisp 


A Farewel to the Follies of Touth - by. 
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Tis not our Want of Wit thar keeps us poor, 


for then the Printer’s Prefs would { ffer more : 


‘Dheit Pimphiet< ers their Venom daily {pit . 
They thrive by Treafon, and we flarve by Wit. « 


Now (basing fome propbawe Expr-ffions) 1 don’t blame 
th-fe Gentlemen for thus invetzking again{t the | bing to which 
shey owe their Ruin nor were it to any Purpoje to endeavour 
to conceal 4 Truth fo generally taken Notice of : For who u ize 
norant of shu, that a Man, in all Profe(fions, except that of 
Poetry, may with Fionour advance a Livelibood: But that 
(tho? it may be fomcrimes found proper for the Diverti/ement of 
thofe fer who bave Letjure to read it) was ever known to be 
moft unprofitable to the Authors: for few or none bave deen 
advan:’d by it tho” many bave been bindred by thus Art of Ver- 
fifying. from making their Fortune oiherwilfe in the World, 
rea, thu Profeffion is grown fo vile and abje?, that whereas 
others count isan Honour to be i°d Phyficians, Barrifters, 
er the Mike 5 thefe are offended with the very Name of Poet: 
For which Resfon thu Art in Danger wo be confin'’d to the 
Corners of Streets, to ferve only for Songs and Bavads, 
Hence it was that Ovid was fo fevercly punifo'd by bus Farber, 
ro male bin leave off tks Art, which prov’d fo unlucky 10 
kim, tbat ke became of a rich Roman Kaight, a miferable 


Exile among Barbarians. Hence Plato was pleas’d to banifh | 


it out of bis imaginary Common-wealth, And Philip, the firft 
Chrifitan Emperour, deny’d them thofe Immunitics which be 
ranted $0 ali others. 

But wherever Encouragement or Fame may be jufily due to 
Firft-rasce Poets, (fuch as Cowley, Dryden, Garth, ©c.) 
vet fure ] ani, “ when a Fool verfifies and a Goofe dances, there 
‘ye Sport alike. He u twice an AfS thas’s a Rbiming one. 
‘* He is fomerbing the leh unwife that’s unwife but in Proje. 
Nothing « more worthy of Pity wban bad Poets: Tho’ they ad. 
sire all they write, it often happens they perceive themfclves to 
be their only Admirers, If this does not reclaim em, then 
they ave vex'd to live in fuch an unapprekenfive Age where 
Men can judge of nothing but according to their own particu: 


i 


lar Humour and Fancy. Thy Thought fo incenfes ’em, thar | 


they refolue, far defpifing their Poetry, 10 eourge ’em with it; 
and 41s angry Children think they are reveng’d weben they bit you 
with al} ‘Ber Mipht, fothe poor Poet fancies he lafhes kus Ene- 
mics with bis Satyrs, but when be finds bimfelf deceiv’d, and 
thar what be defign'd fhould fret ’em, onthe Contrary does only 
move their Laucbier. He bates ’em for that DulnefS and un- 


ing a Continuation of the Dying-Bare. 
wels mentiowd in Dunton’s Oracle 
Numb. 1. 


Arewel, all fublunaty Joys be gone, 

You empty Shadows I once doared on, 

All Earth’s evanid Glories I defpife, 

Here are no Objects that fhall cempt my Eyes, 
| 1 am refolv'dro follow and purfue 
| The Heav'n which Faith, not Lancy leads me to. 
|’ Tis thee, O God, I will detign, who art 
| Phe Peace and Portion of my better Wart. 

Farewel ye fruitlefs Vanity of Yo. th, 

The trothy bits of Pride and Paffion both : 

Farewel thole thrifty and ambitious Crimes 

Which pais for Virtues in chefe modith Times. 

What's an Eftate, chat I fhould toil and {weat, 

Or pawn this Happinels to purchafe ic? 

Milers are happy only in their Dream, 

When fancy’d Heaps of Riches real feem; 

For when the Vifionary Cheat is o’er, 

Wich a rich Sigh they figh for waking poor. 

What is a Name ? ’JTis Nothing in Diiguile, 

A Bubble drefs’d in gilded Vanities ; 

There’s nothing folid in it to be found, 

"Tis empty Things that yield and {pread a Sound; 
The Noile that does from Men’s Applaufes come 
| Is like the empty Loudnefs of a Drum. 

Thefe Toys fo highly priz’d, fo much embrac’d 
| By fome, I once more bid Farewel in Haft : 

| Farewel my Friends and dear Enjoyments too, 

| Nay, I muft bid my former felf Adieu, 

IT have but one Thing of this World to crave, 

| And that’s the parting Kindnefs of a Grave: 
Af I moft pay for’r, [ll not give Receipt, 

| But leave my Body Pris’ner tor the Debt, 

| For other Farewe/s that my Life muf clofe, 

| (For there’s Three Thovfand yet to make in Profe) 
| That all the World may have— a dying Greet, 
I'll take Sy Leave of ev’ry Thing I meet, 

And be as gtave as in my Winding-fheet. 


| 
| 
| 


‘ L] Nderftanding you have promis’d in your Weeklf 
é, Oracle .o write a Poem upon any Subjeé defird, 
1 defire you’d write an Epitaph of Four Lines to b& 


manerline {8 which bimfelf is guilty of, continues doating | * carv’d on the Tomb-ftone of Mrs. Mary Cock, late Wife 
on bis Conceptions all kus Life, dies out of Charity with all | * of Mc. Elias Cock of Ches:am, Laceman, and dire&t’e@ 
the World, and fo by Confequence és damnd. Numerous In-| ‘to the Bull and Mouth in St. Martins, tor your hearty 


ftances of this Nature offer themfelvesto my Pen, but J muft | * Friend and Servant 


vske Care nos 10 ftretch my Preface soo far, for Fear you flould 


Dunton's 


Ana | 
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Duantons An{fwer 


SIR, 


Formerly vorit 4m Elegy (undefis'd) upon the late and much 
lamented Death of Mrs. Mary Cock of Chefham, which 
you’ find in my Book entit?d— Athenianilm, or Six Hun- 
dred new Prejetts in Profe and Verie;— and now at your 
Reque(? Jéave Jent you an Epitaph ro be carv'd on her Tomb- 
Gone, Ocing only Four Lines thas / writ extempore, and jent 


by the fame Bearer that brought me your Leter; and therefore 

tope tke Zaft they were writ in, and your Friend[bip, will 
excuje All the Defecds that you find in’em, or at leaf?, convince 
04 bow much | 4m—— Yours to command J. Dunton. 


An extempore Epitaph upon Mrs. Mary 
Cock, /ate of Chefham #* Bucks. 


~ RE hes a WIFE, and fucha Friend, 
As all lament, and all commend ; 

Or if all Virtue’s vou’d comprize, 

Say, here interr’d MAR/ A lies. 


The Ladies Liquor, 


I, 
V Ithin this Bottle’s to be ieen, 
A {carlet Liquor that has been 

born of the Royal Vine 5 
We bur nick-name it when we call 
Plain Clarret, ’cis fo {parkling all, 

’Tis richer much than Wine, 

ii. 
*Tis Ladies Liquor: Here one might 
Feaft both his Eye and Appetite, 

With Beauty and with Taft, 
Cherries and Rofes which you feek. 
Upon your Miftrefs Lip and Cheek 

Are here together plac‘d. 

If. 
Phyfitians may prefcribe their Whey 
To purge our Reins and Brains away, 
And clarify the Blood ; 
That cures one Sicknels with another, 
This routs by Wholefale altogether, 
And drowns them in a Flood, 
IV. 
This Poets make, elfe how could I. 
Thus ramble into Poetry ? 
Nay, and write Sonnets too? 
It there’s fuch Pow’r in Funior Wines, 
Te make one venture upon Lines, 
What could Canary do ? 
V. 
Then fqueeze the Veflel’s Bowels out, 
And deal it faithfully abour, 

Crown each Hand with a Brimmer ; 
Since we're to pals chro’ this Red Sea, 
Our Nofes fhall our Pilots be, 

And ev'ry Soul a Swimmer. 


A Welcome (or rather Defiance) to Death. 


\ 7Elcome, {weet Death, I love thy cold Embrace, 
y The Rich and Bad cannot endure thy Face ; 
Lift isa hafty Paffage unto Death, ; 
Vur Lite dies On until our vital Breath 
Expire, and that’s the very laft ef Death. 

Lo come into the World one Way we have, 

A Thouland Waysto haften to the Grave. 

The Day of Death is fecret kept, that we 

Might ev'ry Day fulpeé that Day to be. 

! As L am not afham’d to live, tv |, 

Can never truly be atraid co die. 

Oh Death! oh watchful Death! thou look’ for me, 
lL am prepar’d, O Death! and look for thee. 


Love's Duel, out of Anacreon, 


Ce all his Arts did prove, 
To invite my Heart to love : 
But I always did delay, 

His mild Summons to obey ; 
Being deat to al] his Charms, 
Straic the God aflumes bis Arms. 
With his Bow and Quiver, he 
Takes the Field to duel me. 
Armed like Achilles, I 

With my Shield and Spear defy 
His bold Challenge : As he caft 


His golden Darts, I as taft 
Catch'd his Arrows in my sbield, 
Till L made him leave the Field, 
Fretting aod difarmed, thea 
Th’ angry God returns again, 
Allin Flames 5 *ftead of a Dart, 
Throws himfelt into my Heart, 
Ulelefs, L my Shield require, 
When the Fort is all on Fire : 

I in vain the Field did win, 

Now the Enemy’s within. 

Thus betray’d, at laft I cry, 
Love! ch’haft got the Victory. 


LOVE 4 Spirit. 


Told Celinda t’other Day, 
As in a pleafant Bow'r we [ate, 

Sporting and chatecing Time away, 

Ot Love, and of | know not what 5 
That Love’s aSpirit, fome maintain, 

From whom (fay they) we're feldom free ; 
He gives us both Delghe and Pain, 

Yet him we neithertouch, nor lee. 
But when I view (faid I) your Byes, 

I can perceive be thither 091 . 
He now about chem hov’ring flies, . 

And I can feel him on your Lips- 


On a Lady thas turn’d ber Check when 1 ment to Lis bers 
I 


N D why this Coynels, Laly mine ¢ 
What needs all this adoe ? 


‘Vem 
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‘Tis but a Swap, my Lips for thine, 


Agentle Touch, aad go: 
Nay, let fuch Kifl-s ftill be kept, 
Let him that is deny’d 
Your Lip, and will your Cheek accept, 
Lie only by your Side. m 
[ hare tokifs your Drugs and Foils, 
Tis Fleth that I affect, 
And you whofe Art your Nature {poils, 
I like not, but fufpe&. : 
Pray why’s your Mouth more fhy than mine « 
Am’t I as found as you’re ? 
My Lips let in as much good Wine, 
And fend out Words —" 
I. 
Expeé& no Courtfhip more from me, 
Nor Words, that you and | 
May in our Judgments plainly fee, 
Make but a ranting Lye: 
Leave thefe coy Humours and be plain , 
Deny, or elfe be free, 
Look not for Love w’chout Love again, 
[ll kifs, if youl) kils me. 


The following Tranflavions and Parapbrafe were fent by a young 
Genticman from Cambridge. 
Hor. L. 1. Ode 1. 
Aécenwu, whofe high Extract f{prings, 
| From along Race of antient Kings, 
My !weeteft Guardian, whom I chufe, 
The bef Proteétion of my Mule. 
Some in the (wife Purfuit of Praife, 
Delight the Olympian Plains to raife 5 
Whom, as their heated Chariots roll, 
To mifs with reeking Wheels the Goal, 
And the frefh Glory of the Prize, 
Ranks with the immortal Deities 


Me with more filent Pleafures fir’d, 

Joy, the Prize of the In‘pir’d, 

Starts from the Croud ; I the cool.Grove, 
And dancing Nymphs and Satyrs love, 
So that Euterpe don’t refule, 

Her In{pirations to my Mufe ; 

Wor Polybymnia reftrains 

Her {peaking Lyre and Le/bean Strains < 
But if youn fix me in the Throng 

Of Poets, fam’d for Lyrick Song, 

My prouder Head fhall threat the Clouds, 
And foaring, mingle with the Gods. 


Hor, Sat. 1. Qui fit Macenas, &c. 


Hence is the Caufe, Macenas, that Mankind, 
Live difcontented in the Scate afign’d, 
Which Reafon recommends, or Chance confers, 
But every Maa pis de gperty Life prefers ? 
Ah happy Mariners! the Soldier cries, 
Spent with old Age, and’worn with Exercife. 
The Merchant, when the threatning North grows high, 
Praifes the Soldier’s happier Choice, for why, 
An Inftant gives him Death, or Viétory. 


| The Lawyer, when his Chent at the Door 


nel 


Importunately cals, and knocks at Four, 

Blefies the Shepherd’s Life, who may fecurely {hore 

The Country Farmer, who by Surety drawn, : 

Once in a Year, perchance, comes up to Town 

Applauds their happier Lives, and flights his own 
Yea, fhou’d I all their differe:.t Humours ftate, 

’Twou'd tire the long breath’d Fabiustorelate, 

Not to grow tedious thea, I'll caftthe Caufe 

Upon this [fue, and for gace fuppofe 

That fome defcending God wou’d interpofe, 

I’ve heard your feveral Prayers, and grant that you 

Who were the Soldier, be the Sailor now, 

And that the Lawyer turn a Shepherd too, 

Be quick, Why Paufe you thus ? They ftand and flight 

The Profter, tho’ they may be happy by’, 

What Wonder then if angry Fove declares, 

That he will hear no more their murmuring Prayers ? 

But to leave trifling ; (tho” twill hardly hold) | 

But Truth may fometimes be jocofely told 5 

As Mafters when they teach their little Boys, 

Tempt their fond Fancies with gay Gifts and Toys, 

———But Railery apart: Notonly he 

Who plows the Furrows, but who tempts the Sea, 

The perjur’d Inn- keeper, and Warrior too, 

Will tell yoo all, that all their Pains are due 

To coming Want, and that they only Toil 

In Youth, thatthey in Age may reap the Spoil. 


| ~ 


A Parapbrafeon Rev. 21. From v. 1. to the oth, 


Wie lo ? a fudden Change around enfu’d, 
_ Anda frefh Scene of Heaven and Earth renew’d, 
The Firft quite difappearing were no more, 

Nor the Sea flow’d, nor Billows wath’d the Shoar, 
From upper Skies Ferufalem defcenis, (bends, 
And tow’rds this Globe of Earth, her glorious Way fhe 
Che Vifion falling flow, Jook’d heavenly fair, 

And glorious Workmanfhip ftream’d in the Air. 
Dre{s’d like aSpoufe, when tothe Naptial Bed 
Prefented, in her toftlieft Rebes the’s led. 
Then fraight a fudden Voice I heard—~ From hence, 
God with Mankind will pitch his Refidence, ; 
And everlafting Peace and Amity Commence, 

He from all Eyes fhall wipe unhappy Tears, 

And (wage Men’s bitter Sighs and boding Fears 3 

tor Pain fhaltceafe, and Death ic felf expire, 

In the laft Confliéts of the general Fire. 

Then feated onaradiant Throne, One fpake, 

Behold, a brighter Heaven and Earth I make. 

Tis done! I am the Firft and laft of Things, 

In whom Praife centers, and from whence it {prings. 
You whom the Thirftof Happinefs infpires 
With facred Wifhes, and unftain’d Defires, 

Approach, and I will quench your amorous Fires. 

On you the cordial Streams I will beftow, 


| Of Life, which thall like common Water flow. 


All you to whom the conquering Prize is given, 
Shall be the Sons of God, and Heirs of Heaven. 
Whilft Sinners, and the black unrighteous Train, 
Who with falle Vows my {porlefs Altars ftain, 
My angry Juftice fhall purfue and turn 


Into the Pool where Fire and Sulphure burn. 
eee en 
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